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Summary: "You are the daughter of Hoffer the Sharp. As his only 
child, you are supposed to live up to his name." Astrid Hofferson was 
always pushed to be the best, but when she is experiencing a 
consistent downfall, her father brings home a slave. What impact will 
this slave have on her? And what impact will this Viking have on her? 
Rated T for cursing, some violence. Hiccup/Astrid . 


1 . Chapter 1 

**So, hi everybody. It's been a long time huh? Well, I finally found 
the time to sit down and finally write out this plot that had been 
aggravating my head ever since I started college. Huh, college, 
really makes you work. But it's all good. So here's a new story, if 
you've read my previous story "How to Be a Slave" it is going to have 
some similarities as that was the inspiration of thinking, hey, why 
shouldn't I make a story revolved around Astrid? So here's the first 
chapter of said story, it's not my best but I hope you enjoy it. 
Please review and thanks for reading! ** 

* *Disclaimer , I own nothing. ** 

**~Soldier78~** 

The Viking and the Slave 

Chapter 1 

Astrid Hofferson never really thought about the world away from her 
own. She's flown to several island nearby Berk, but never thought 
about these other cultures she had heard from old warriors. Come the 
first thaw, the Vikings on Berk didn't waste any time in loading up 
boats to go visit these islands and reap their riches. It was 
splendor, the amount of gold, silver and jewels these Vikings brought 
back were wonderful and especially tradable. It made Berk very 
popular among the Barbaric Archipelago. 



with winter officially thawed and the Summer BlA^t celebrated, 
farming and fishing picked up again and so did the 
expeditions . 

"Take care of yourself, Hoffer. Bring back much treasures." Astrid 
heard her mother, Gerda, tell her father. 

"Don' worry, there will be plenty of riches to add to our 
collection." He said. Astrid smirked, most of those riches would be 
invested in armor or weapons. As Hoffer hiked his travel sack onto 
his back and adjusted the longsword that stayed attached to his hip, 
he looked at his daughter. "Do what you are told." 

She watched her father depart out the door without another word or 
even gesture. Astrid took a moment to frown but decided against 
thinking about her father's gruff mannerisms. Instead, she cashed a 
look at her mother. 

"Mum, I need to go to the Dragon Academy." She informed. 

"Hiccup-" 

"Ach, fine." Gerda waved off. "Skirt yer chores just to spend time 
with that one-legged ragr." 

It wasn't unusual that they atoned the son of the Chief with that 
slur. It kind of baffled Astrid because that was a term for 
cowardice. Hiccup wasn't a coward, in fact, he was the one who saved 
the entire tribe from destruction when he defeated the Red Death, 
giving way for an eternity's peace with the dragons, once lifelong 
enemies, now friends. And, since the peace, there had been other 
instances that Hiccup had shown more bravery than any other man in 
the village. So, ragr? A coward? Vikings must have a limited 
vocabulary . 

Astrid eventually left the house after doing her chores under her 
mother's scrutinizing glaze. She trotted out the house, drawing a 
sharp whistle to call her dragon. With ease, she mounted on Stormfly, 
stroked her blue scales and smiled, joyfully. 

"Hyah! " 

The Deadly Nadder took to the air and Astrid took her chance to 
breathe in the sweet salty air and bask in the warmth of the summer 
sun. She then averted her gaze to the departing ships, destined to 
bring back even more wealth. Astrid remembered a conversation with 
Hiccup once, talking about these operations. 

"_Another season of slaughtering and stealing." _Hiccup had said when 
the green grass was beginning to become more prominent than the snow. 
_"And what good does these riches they bring back do us?"_ 

"_We become wealthy." _Was Astrid' s response, as pathetic as it was. 
Hiccup was the king of debate. 

"_Yes, but can we become too wealthy?" _ 

"_Too wealthy? 

"_That is my main concern Astrid, we go out there, slaughtering monks 



and defenseless villages, take their gold and silver. Word goes out 
to the entire Barbaric Archipelago and we become the target for 
war . 

"_But our wealth asserts our power. Hiccup. We have dragons, we have 
a mass storage of weaponry. There hasn't been a Viking attack in 
years. We still have the upper hand."_ 

"Admiring me, aren't you Astrid?" came a boastful call to her right. 
She shook her head and noticed Snotlout Jorgenson and his Monstrous 
Nightmare, Hookfang, sidled up to the Nadder. 

"In your dreams. Snot-boy." Astrid said with a disgusted scoff and 
nudged Stormfly's side. "Go on, girl." 

"Well, the gang's all here." Hiccup welcomed as he dismounted off of 
Toothless. As the norm, next to him stood a distracted Stormfly and 
Astrid with her arms folded. He greeted the entire Dragon Rider unit 
and gestured to their visitor for the day. "Today, we're going to 
learn how to fight while on the back of dragons." 

There was a prominent hand raise in the small crowd of 
teenagers . 

"Yes, Tuffnut." Hiccup called like a teacher. Tuffnut lowered his 
hand and had that comical look of confusion he presented in almost 
every class. 

"I thought we already know how to do that. Dragons spit fire, you 
know." He stated, matter-of-fact ly . Astrid huffed and took a step 
forward, unfolding her arms as she began to use them to explain the 
true purpose of this lesson. 

"The concept is to be able to wield a weapon and aid your dragon." 
Astrid said, which still befuddled the blonde twin. She gave an 
indigent huff. "You're shooting arrows at your attacker while your 
dragon spits fire." 

Tuffnut remained silent for a while, until he raised one finger this 
time . 

"But what if I want to watch my dragon spit fire?" 

Before Astrid could lose her temper which Hiccup was good at picking 
up the cues, Gobber stepped forward just as Hiccup placed a hand on 
her shoulder. 

"Today, we will begin with the basic skill of archery." Gobber 
introduced, picking up a bow from the stack and showing it to his 
class. "First, we'll begin with just on the ground. You will each 
take your turn to shoot that target. Hit the bullseye and you are 
ready for the next level which is too be able to shoot on the back of 
your dragon." 

"Right." Hiccup took a step forward. "Everyone grab a bow." 

Astrid was surprised how impassive Hiccup was towards this situation. 
Usually, when it was handling any weaponry that wasn't a dagger, he'd 
show reluntance and mumble how he was too weak to wield such a 
weapon. But today. Hiccup picked up that bow as gracefully as all the 



other Vikings and grabbed his quiver of arrows. 


Astrid was the last to grab hers and she admired the bow, sculpted 
out a yew tree and had entire power to kill a man as far away as a 
Gronkle ' s blast. She picked up her quiver and settled it on her back. 
Snotlout volunteered first, able to hit the target on the first try. 
He casted Astrid a seductive gleam which she ignored and watched 
Hiccup walk up to the line next. 

He fired his first shot and she was impressed how close it had been. 
Just a few inches away from the big red blot. He set another arrow 
and pulled back the string. Hiccup must've gotten stronger to be able 
to pull that arrow back that far. Astrid smiled in pride and Hiccup 
released his shot. The iron tip sunk deep into the red and into the 
hay, hitting the post that held the target. 

"Well done. Hiccup!" Gobber praised. His perfect shot stunned the 
entire arena, except for Astrid who smiled, admiring the boy. Gobber 
looked at Astrid. "Astrid, yer up." 

She took a nervous deep breath but walked up to the plate. She deftly 
took an arrow from her stock and settled it against the bow, notching 
it. She drew back the drawstring and aimed. One eye closed, she 
licked her lips and fired. 

There was silence. And there was hurt. 

The arrow had only knicked the top of the target. Astrid huffed in 
frustration, perhaps the long morning affected her performance. She 
drew another arrow and tried again. 

_Clang! _ 

The iron tip did not even hit the target, just the wall behind it. 
Astrid stared at it in shock but heard obnoxious cackling from 
behind . 

"I don't believe it!" Ruffnut laughed aloud. "She doesn't have any 
aim! " 

Tuffnut joined in on the laughter, even Snotlout. She scowled at them 
and was about to bang some heads together but she looked to see 
Hiccupa€ 1 and a small smile that disappeared quickly when he saw her 
icy glare. But it was still there. 

"Can hold an axe, can hold a sword but can't fire a single arrow! 

Some daughter of Hoffer Hofferson!" hooted Snotlout. In frustration 
and masking hurt, she chucked the quiver and bow onto the ground and 
jumped onto the back of Stormfly. 

"Where are you going?" Hiccup asked, his voice was laced with 
suppressed laughter. Astrid glared at him but didn't say a word, she 
just commanded Stormfly to leave. 

Astrid wouldn't return until twilight that same day. After the 
incident in the Dragon Academy, she hid herself in the forest and 
took her anger out on trees. She threw her axe wildly at the trees, 
not even caring about a thing called aim. It was completely ironic, 
she could throw an axe no problem but when it came to the damn 
lightness of an arrow, she was defeated. 



But, she entered the home where she was greeted by a scolding 
mother . 

"Gone all day, huh?" her mother said from the hearth in the middle of 
the living space. 

"Muma€ 1 " she was interrupted sharply by her mother. 

"Sit down, dinner's ready." She barked. Astrid complied after putting 
her axe in the corner to grab later. Gerda returned with two hot 
bowls of stew and the two women began to dig in. 

"Soa€l" Gerda cleared her throat awkwardly. "I've heard some things, 
sweetheart . " 

Astrid tried not to scoff at how fake-affectionate that endearment 
became and shoveled a spoon full of broth into her mouth. 

"Like what?" Astrid said after she swallowed a hearty bite. As much 
as she sometimes found her mother as frustrating as her father, she 
found her cooking quite good and fulfilling. 

"I overheard the Thorston Twins earlier, saying "Astrid the 
Aimless . " 

Astrid almost dropped her spoon, her brow creased in fury but Gerda 
scoffed at her sudden display of anger. 

"Ech, Child, do not be angry with the twins. It is you who can't fire 
an arrow . " 

Astrid didn't even look at her mother. Gerda scoffed again and 
reached forward, grabbing her daughter's hand. Though it was meant to 
be warm and comforting, all Astrid felt was cold and ice. 

"You are the daughter of Hoffer the Sharp. As his only child, you are 
supposed to live up to his name." 

Astrid casted an incredulous look at her mother and snatched her hand 
away from her, sheathing it under the table as she continued to eat 
without another word. Gerda only scrutinized at her poorly-performed 
daughter . 

To be continued. 

**Please, click that button. ** 


2 . Chapter 2 

**So, thanks for sticking through that first chapter. So here's the 
second chapter, this is the introduction to the slave and her life 
before everything will unfold. Although, it is kind of obvious what 
her fate will be. So here's chapter two, please review and thanks for 
reading! ** 

* *Disclaimer , I own nothing! ** 

**~Soldier78 ! ** 



The Viking and the Slave 
Chapter 2 

Keera watched the arrow slide right into the red target. In pride, 
she smirked. 

"Aye, yeh ' ve got a nice shot!" 

She looked at her guest. 

"What ' re yeh doin' 'ere. Serf?" She called out to him. It was Aed, a 
boy just a year older than her who worked their fields. He had a 
confident smirk on his face as he walked closer to his master's 
daughter . 

"Oh, yeh know," he said casually. "Jus' admirin' yeh. Yer beauty an' 
yer perfect aim." 

Her face flushed but she lowered her bow and placed one hand on her 
hip, cocking it to one side to cast this Serf a not-impressed 
look . 

"Shouldn' yeh be workin'?" She asked. Aed smiled. 

"How can I?" He placed his hands dangerously on her hips. Nervously, 
Keera glanced to see if there were any eyes. 

"Aed, me father-" 

"Sha€l" he placed a dirty, but slim finger on top her lips to silence 
her. She smiled underneath his digit and grabbed it, moving it from 
her mouth and instead, lacing their fingers together. Aed smiled, 
leaning forward to kiss her when Keera stopped him. 

"Aed, stop." She told him. He paused, opened his eyes and looked 
utterly dejected. "I'm sorry, yeh know I love yeh, butaCjl'm 
engaged . " 

He cleared his throat and backed off. 

"I know, I'm sorry." He apologized hastily. 

"Lady Keera!" 

Both heads turned to see Keera 's Lady-in-Wait ing waving her over. 

"I be'er go." Keera said to the Serf. Aed smiled sadly and he 
outstretched his hand, wordlessly asking for the bow. Keera gave him 
both the bow and arrows, muttering a hasty thank you as she headed 
towards the main house. As her servant emerged inside, Keera stopped 
and looked over her shoulder. A longing glance that Aed felt tear him 
apart but he gave her his best genuine smile and she gave hers in 
return . 

"Yeh need t ' stop talkin' to tha ' Serf." Her lady-in-waiting, Mona, 
chided as she fixed the dress that Keera now wore. It was a nicer 
dress, less casual than what she usually wore. Keera sighed. 



"Are yeh done yet?" she asked impatiently. Mona clicked her 
tongue . 


"Hush, Child. Yeh want to look yer best when yeh see yer 
suitor . " 

"Aye, Lord Cearul ' s son. Cattle?" 

"Cathal, me Lady." Mona corrected, admonishingly . 

"Eh." Keera shrugged. "Why do I ' ave to get married? 'Specially so 
soon? " 


Mona smiled. 

"Because, dear, yeh are at tha ' age when it is time to depend on a 
husband instead of a father." Mona instructed. 

"Aye, time to become a mother with ten sons." Keera rolled her 
eyes . 

"Oh hush," silenced Mona. "Yeh will love who yer father decided. He 
paid a nice dowry-" Keera muttered something indecipherable under her 
breath but Mona tugged on the dress's strands tighter and Keera 's 
breath hitched. "He has stability an', let me assure yeh me Lady, he 
is very, _very _handsome an' charming." 

"Aye, so they say." Keera sardonically rejoiced. "Always wins me at 
handsome . " 

Mona rolled her eyes at the girl's typical sarcastic remarks. One day 
she will appreciate her father's agreement. 

But for now, Keera was ready and escorted into the dining hall where 
she overheard the three men talking. The two lords conversed with the 
son interjecting some rather intelligent remarks. Keera cleared her 
throat once she entered the hall. Lady Mona in the back who curtsied 
to her master. 

"Yer Grace." She respectfully acknowledged. Keera watched her father 
nod and dismiss the servant. He smiled brightly as he took his 
daughter's hand and held it up to the two other nobles. 

"Lord Cearul and Cathal, may I present t ' yeh me lovely daughter, 

Keera . " 

Her fiancA©, Cathal, who was dressed in a nobleman's fashion with a 
sword strapped to his hip, was quick in approaching her. In deepest 
gratitude, he grabbed her hand and pressed a kiss onto the back of 
it . 

"Me lady." He honored politely. Keera 's face didn't even give the 
slightest smile as the lord's son righted himself. "As beautiful as 
I ' ve been told . " 

"Aye?" Keera asked, cocking her head to one side in mockery 
wonderment. Cathal didn't seem to pick up on her sarcasm and 
continued obliviously. 

"Yes, I am anticipatin' our weddin'aClin two weeks' time Lord Eamon?" 



He spoke to his future father-in-law. 


"Tha' is correct, me Boy." Lord Eamon welcomed. He raised his hands. 
"Come, let us feast!" 

Once dinner was through, Keera excused herself to her bedchamber. It 
was Keera' s orders to take off the stupid, choking dress off of her. 
Mona took off the fancy dress, Keera was just in her nightdress and 
she made to lay down on her bed. Mona went to go deal with something 
else just down the hall and Keera tried to shut her eyes, trying to 
forget the night which was filled with a lot of wine, a lot of male 
laughter and the haughtiness of Lord Cathal ' s victories against the 
Northmen . 

Just as she tried to sleep, there was a noise coming from her 
window . 

"PstaC 1 " 

Her eyes shot open and she bolted upright, quickly withdrawing the 
dagger she had resting on her night table. Her late night visitor 
chuckled . 

"Put down the dagger. Little Warrior." He teased lightly. Scoffing, 
Keera casted the blade aside and stood up. 

"Wha' are yeh doin' 'ere?" She inquired, utterly surprised and 
frustrated at his barge. "Do yeh ' ave a death wish?" 

Aed put his hands in the air, Keera could see the dirt still on them 
and the grime still on his face, tunic and trousers. He was also 
barefooted which made his feet look permanently black. 

"Look," he started to plead. "I know wha' yeh will say buta€ 1 I come 
'ere to ask yeh for somethin'." 

"Wha' is it?" Keera asked, losing her bite and replacing with modest 
interest. Aed boldly took a step forward and gripped both her hands 
to which she held back. 

"I know yeh are to be married, but I want you to know tha' I'll 
always love yeh." He vowed. 

"Aed, tha' is a sacred vow." Keera hushed but the young Serf 
refused . 

"An' I mean it from the bottom o' me 'eart." He said. Keera started 
to tear up just as he withdrew something from the belt of his tunic. 
"I know, it's pretty badly made but I wanted to give yeh somethin' to 
remember me bya€ 1 when yer married. Yeh don' 'ave to wear this, I 
actually expect yeh to throw it out the window an' forget about 


He stopped just as Keera placed a hand on his smudged cheek. Some of 
his day's sweat and dirt rubbed onto her thumb but she didn't 
care . 

"I won' throw it out, but yeh know why I can' wear it openly." She 
told him. He nodded but melted within her warm touch. "I love yeh 
too, Aed. " 



He smiled, ruefully. A tear slowly slid down his cheek. 


"But I want to make yeh a vow too," the lord's daughter bravely 
returned as she held out her hand, signaling Aed to place the ring 
onto her finger. He did so as she spoke. "I want to promise yeh tha ' 
we will be together, either in this life or in heaven. I will always 
love yeh . " 

He smiled, fondly and the two were flushed. Their foreheads somehow 
came to touch one another's and their breaths mingled. Aed, consumed 
by desire as he pictured those warm, inviting lips, whispered. 

"Hey 'Ra?" 

"Yes, Aed?" 

"May Ia€l" he paused for a moment, licked his lips as a way to quash 
his nervousness. "Can I kiss yeh? One last time?" 

He didn't need to explain himself like he thought he had too because 
Keera already had him in her embrace, lips pressed fully to his. He 
smiled into the warm sensation and held her tight against him. Her 
arms resting on his shoulders and his arms wrapped securely around 
her waist. Nothing could break this sweet, intimate moment. 

"We're under attack!" 

To be continued. 

**Please, click that button. ** 


3 . Chapter 3 

**Hello. I am greatly sorry for keeping you fantastic readers 
waiting, if you were. College has been a long haul and it's nearly 
over so I look forward to returning to fun writing instead of forced 
essays on Asian history (the class is pretty cool though) . Please 
provide feedback and hope you enjoy these next two chapters. As 
always, thank you for reading this. ** 

* *Disclaimer , I own nothing. ** 

**~Soldier78~** 

The Viking and the Slave 

Chapter 3 

The sun was surprisingly out for the third time that week. The Gods 
were actually quite generous. Yet, the air was still a bit chillier 
than most summers further south. Astrid thought this casually as she 
hefted a double-bladed axe and a hatchet to the forge for 
sharpening . 

She made it to the counter and hoisted the two tools onto the top. 
The loud clatter caught the attention to the scrawny 
apprentice . 



"Oh, hey Astrid." Hiccup greeted in his usual awkward way. Steeling 
her jaw, she portrayed the usual, nonchalant, fierce Viking she 
molded herself to be by folding her arms and giving a piercing glare 
at the Chief's son. 

"Can you sharpen these?" She asked. Hiccup waltzed up to the counter 
and picked up the hatchet. Expertly, he examined the state of the 
hand axe which made Astrid want to steal it from his hand and bash it 
against him. Yet, she refrained and just watched the boy fiddle with 
the device. 

"I could, but it kinda needs a new blade." Hiccup said. 

"And how much would that cost me?" 

"For you, absolutely nothing." Hiccup surmised. Astrid shook her 
head . 

"Hiccup, you can't just do things always for me on the house." She 
argued, arms still folded. "It's not right." 

"Fine," Hiccup said with a shrug. "Then let's go for a ride later, 
you and me . " 

As much as she hated it, she felt her heart flutter at the invite. 

Her impassive composure kept from hastily accepting the offer to save 
herself any further embarrassment. She reached into the side pouch on 
her skirt and slapped a shard of hacksilver onto the wood. 

"A flight and a piece of hacksilver." Astrid compromised. Hiccup 
smiled ruefully and nodded, getting to work on his latest 
project . 

"Coming right up." He obediently informed. Astrid shook her 
head . 

"Wait, what about the other orders before mine?" 

"For once, can you just let me work?" came Hiccup's sarcastic 
argument from the table across the space. Astrid sighed. "There's a 
bench in here, sit down. You look like you've been on your feet all 
day . " 

Astrid entered the forge and sat down on the workbench, facing the 
wheel and watching the one-legged boy do what he does best, fix 
things. She smiled, he could fix things like weapons or dragon 
saddles or even relationships. She couldn't help but see that Chief's 
cape on his back as he nonchalantly took measurements and rifled 
through a crate of spare parts. 

"Mum has been throwing chores on back for the past two weeks." Astrid 
informed, she shrugged. "Usually happens when Dad is away on a 
raid . " 

"Oh yeah, aren't they due back anytime soon?" 

Astrid shrugged. 


"I dunno, you know how we are. 'Tis the season to pillage, burn and 
steal." Astrid mocked a typical male swinging his beefy forearm that 



would hold a tankard of mead that sloshed with the uncoordinated 
movement. Hiccup looked at her and gave a short laugh, smiling in 
amusement for Astrid's humor that was just beginning to emerge. 

He walked back over to her and handed her the hatchet. 

"Well, don't forget slaughter." He mentioned. Astrid smiled, both 
their gazes met for a few seconds, remaining there until both 
awkwardly looked away. Hiccup was suddenly busy with her axe and she 
was suddenly looking at the ground as if it was the most interesting 
thing in the world. She heard the shrieking of the grinder's wheel 
when Hiccup pressed the metal to the round stone. There was an 
stroppy silence between them which was typical for the two of them, a 
way to ward off the captivating impulses and forget about them until 
some sort of interruption from the outside or until one of them would 
talk about something not entirely interesting but good enough to 
throw the embarrassment away. 

"So," Hiccup said as he turned the axe over the other side. "What 
have you been up to?" 

Astrid gave a short laugh and her elbow rested on the table behind 
her, her chin on her hand as she stared at the outside world. The 
grassy Cliffside. 

"Oh you know, boring and-" 

"They ' re back ! " 

Both suddenly were attentive to the exploding activity around the 
village. People were heading down to the harbor. Astrid and Hiccup 
shared a look with one another and Astrid was the first to sprint 
out, she ran to the grassy cliff she looked at before and saw the 
familiar sight of longships pulling into port. 

"Dada€ 1 " 

She waved over to Hiccup. 

"They're back!" She yelled at him with a bright smile on her face. 
Hiccup nodded, clear that he got the message and he saw her run 
towards the shipyards. 

Once she reached the level of the piers, she stopped short on the 
dock. There were five ships being emptied. She looked for her father 
among the throng and found Hoffer Hofferson unloading the furthest 
boat. She was heading towards the boat when she stopped as a throng 
of captives were in her way. 

There were ropes around each of their necks, they wore aging tunics 
and a few of them looked like they had suffered some injuries leading 
up to their capture. They walked in a slow, defeated march and Astrid 
caught the crushed look of a boy, not too much older than her. His 
brown eyes dull with despair. 

She shook her head and waited for these new slaves to pass. She 
jogged up to her father who yanked hard on a rope. Out stumbled a 
girl with a tattered cotton dress. She regained her footing and kept 
her head down. Astrid looked up at her father who towered above her 
and looked down upon her. 



"My sack is still on the ship, get it." He instructed, 
business to deal with." 


"I have some 


Astrid nodded and went to retrieve the rucksack. She hiked the bag 
onto her back which was notably heavier with the weight of new 
treasures her father had obtained. 

After delivering the sack back to the house, she made her way back to 
the Blacksmith's to pick up her axes she had forgotten in the midst 
of the excitement of the returning fleet. She walked to the Forge 
with Stormfly waddling beside her. She smiled at her dragon and 
stroked her scales as they came up to the shop. She entered the 
Forge . 

"Hiccup?" she called. 

"O'er here Astrid!" Hiccup said as he walked out of his backroom. The 
curtain to that room drifted closed and he smiled, his finger jittery 
in her direction as he realized her purpose for coming here. "Oh 
yeah, I've got your axes ready to go." 

He gave her the hatchet she had left and her axe which he sharpened 
and polished to her astonishment. 

"HiccupaO 1 " 

He shook his head. 

"Leave it." He asked of her and the blonde nodded her head. "SoaOlup 
for that flight?" 

"Uma€ 1 actually my Dad's home soa€ 1 " she trailed, wincing as she 
expected a disappointed look on his face. However, he remained his 
usual smiling self. 

"Oh no problem. I completely understand." He assured with his dorky 
smile. "I supposeaO 1 I ' 11 see you at the feast then?" 

Oh right, the feast. It was tradition following a return from some 
raid. The treasures gotten from the mission would be presented to the 
chief and the chief would divide the wealth among himself and the 
returning men. It was also an opportunity for the men to boast about 
their heroics against the vile enemy with an odd name for a country. 
Irish, sounded like some kind of rash. 

"_They ' re a pain in the ass. I'll tell yeh tha ' much." _Her father 
had said as he regaled his battle brother who stayed behind due to a 
bad case of some illness. _"They're fightin' back, makes 'em ' arder 
t'slit their throats. 

"_But isn' tha' part o' the joy o' raidin' Hoffer." 


"_Aye . 

Astrid made it to her home after reporting to Hiccup that she would 
be there. She entered the front door, crossed the threshold only to 
see her father presenting a person to her mother. 



"She was a pain t ' capture but I spared 'er because she is strong and 
will make yer work a lot easier since our daughter conveniently 'as 
Dragon duties when she's supposed to be doin' the work." 

Astrid slammed the door shut, alerting her parents and the girl of 
her arrival. The girl looked at her with a glare as if suddenly mad 
at her. However, the girl bowed her head and Astrid gasped. It was 
the girl her father brought from the ship. Now her hair was short and 
there was a metal collar around her small neck. 

"Does she have a name?" Astrid asked, gazing at the back of the 
girl's chestnut locks. 

"Ach, why does it ma'er?" Hoffer waved off. "She is jus' a slave an' 
nothin' more. Astrid, find a place fer this low life rat." 

Astrid nodded and hesitantly approached the girl. 

"Ach! Yer suddn'ly scared o' some Irish filth!" Hoffer said. 

"N-no sir." Astrid cleared her throat and beamed a confident gaze at 
her father. She pulled on the tunic of the girl. "C'mon." 

The slave obliged, stumbling behind as if there was a limp behind 
her. Astrid pushed the girl out the door unto some hay. 

"There, you'll sleep there." Astrid said, pushing the girl onto the 
ground. She was able to get a full look at her face and nearly 
staggered back at the heart-stopping gash right across her right eye. 
Her entire right eye was half-closed forever and the wound was still 
bleeding. For a second, Astrid contemplated whether to help this 
slave or go back to the house to prepare for the feast. She recalled 
her father's struggle to obtain this slave and he was quite 
controlling over this situation and she wouldn't want to step out of 
line again. 

She left the stable where she kept her dragon and didn't even look 
back . 

To be continued. 
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The Viking and the Slave 


Chapter 4 

"We're under attack!" 

Aed and Keera separated but were still in each other's arms once they 
heard the cry. Suddenly, there was fire outside of Keera 's window and 
the two made a break for the opening, processing the situation. 

"The Vikings." Aed breathed. 

"Where ' re me father's men?" Keera asked frantically. Aed looked out 
again . 

"I see a few out there." Aed pointed out with his dirty finger. 

"Shit, they're outnumbered." 

Keera huffed and headed towards her night table. She opened up her 
closet . 

"Keera, there's no time fer gettin' dress!" Aed shouted. 

"Yeh want me to fight wit' only a sheet on?" Keera scoffed as she 
pulled on a pair of trousers and messed with a tunic. 

"Where the 'ell did yeh get those?" Aed questioned, stunned that his 
master's daughter turned into a peasant, until he recognized the rip 
on the side. "Did yeh take those from me?!" 

"Yeah, gotta a problem wit' it?" Keera said as she sheathed her 
dagger into her belt and searched under her bed, pulling out a quiver 
of arrows and her yew bow. 

"Nil, I must say yer pretty in me garmen ' . " Aed said as he opened the 
door . 

"Yeh can kiss me la'er. Serf." The girl retorted as she rushed out 
the door. She notched a bow and Aed quickly snuck up behind her and 
stole the dagger from her hip. 

"I should be armed as well!" Aed argued when the noblewoman stared, 
surprised at his closeness. She headed towards the door leading to 
the stairs when she saw some fire from the stainglass 
window . 

"Shit," Aed cursed as he hid behind Keera. Keera pulled on his 
hand . 

"This way." She gestured. They slipped into another corridor and 
hurried down the hall. Aed got in front of her this time and held up 
his dagger as they searched the hall for any of the invaders. It 
wasn't until a door swung so abruptly and knocked Aed right in the 
nose that Keera was ready to fire. 

"Don' shoot! Don' shoot!" 

Keera lowered her bow at the voice of Mona who entered the corridor. 
She shut the door and looked at the damage down to Aed's bleeding 



nose . 


"Oh dear." She gasped. 

"Look, we gotta git outta 'ere Mona. Is there a way out?" 

"Don' worry. Ma'am. Needn't to fret about getting' out. There is a 
nice cellar downstairs." She started to hurry her charge down the 
steps, leaving Aed behind. 

"Wait, wha ' 'bout 'im?" Keera asked, pointing to her best 
friend . 

"Oh, don' worry 'bout ' im, 'e'll be alright. Won' yeh lad?" 

"Go on, ' Ra . " Aed prompted. Keera took a few steps towards Mona's 
location but as she slipped through the door. However, she stopped 
suddenly and ripped her hand out of Mona's grasp. 

"Lady Keer-" 

"Look, yeh can do down there yerself. I need t ' stay behind-" 

"Surely yeh are not goin' back fer tha ' Serf are yeh?" 

"Need I remind yeh tha' yeh are also a servant?" Keera inquired, 
brazenly . 

"Lady Keera, why-" 

"I love Aed." Keera confessed, defiantly. "If 'e dies, I die wit' 

' im . " 

Mona shook her head and reached out to grab Keera 's wrist again which 
Keera pulled away to refuse the contact. 

"Lady Keera, please, stop actin' like a child an' come wit'-" 

"Yer not me mother, Mona. Stop actin' like yeh are an' leave me be!" 
She had demanded. Mona furrowed her brow and snatched her wrist. 
Keera, fueled by frustration, swung her hand around. 

_Slap !_ 

Keera seethed as Mona touched her raw cheek. The girl pointed a 
finger at her. 

"Know yer place. Serf." She reprimanded coldly before taking off, 
leaving the older woman there, stunned and on the verge of tears. 
Needless to say, it was the last time that Mona would ever see that 
girl again. 

Aed dashed down the hall. At random times, he skidded past an opening 
and would peer out the window, only to see those pillagers piling 
into the village, slaughtering families by the handful. 

He ran to the furthest end of the all and skidded to a stop. He could 
see a light getting closer and closer. He breathed heavily. The light 
split into several and he gasped. He looked around desperately for a 
place to hide. He took off for the other end, finding a door to hide 



himself in. He jiggled the handle. 


"C'mon, c'mon, c'mon." He grunted. He heard the click and quickly 
threw it open just as he heard the door down the hall swing open. He 
slid inside and shut the door, hoping it didn't draw any attention. 
Aed held his breath when he could see the flame drawing closer 
through the crack. His hand instinctively went to the hilt of the 
dagger he stole from Keera. He heard voices just outside of the door. 
The flames had just stopped moving, at a standstill flickering 
dangerously. Aed backed up as far as he could as he heard the biting 
tongue of the foreigners. 

Their language was callus. He couldn't tell what exactly they were 
saying but the tone was rough. 

Suddenly, there was the handle to his hideaway jiggling and he sucked 
in a breath. He wrapped all five fingers around his weapon and licked 
his lips in anticipation. The door creaked open and he withdrew his 
dagger. The torch lit the entire closet, revealing the Serf. Before 
long, Aed shot forward and stabbed the first Viking he saw. The man 
fell to the ground, dead in an instant as Aed stole the sword from 
his hand. He swung his arm around, the Viking sword digging into the 
shoulder of another Viking and then he stabbed the man right in the 
gut . 

Just as he was thrown roughly onto the ground, taking a bloody nose 
and almost a blow to the neck from an axe, the Viking above him 
slumped forward with an arrow right in his heart. The sudden 
projectile stunned the marauding crowd temporarily enough for him to 
roll out of the way, retrieve a weapon and get to his feet. He saw 
another arrow and another hit two men, leaving there only one 
left . 

Aed decided to take care of the last one, he slammed his sword 
against the sword of the other and the man tried to force his blade 
off, only the Irish kicked with much vigor and quickly aimed the 
blade for his neck, sliding it in mercilessly and pulling it out just 
as quickly. The man fell dead and Aed stared at the lifeless 
body . 

"Aed! " 

He turned around, blood trickling down his face as he saw the 
appearance of his beloved Keera running towards him. In shock, he 
dropped his sword. 

"Keera?" He croaked. The light weight of her body jumped onto him. 

Aed embraced her back but was pleasantly surprised when she sprung a 
passionate kiss onto his lips. However, the ominous noise coming from 
the outside broke the kiss. Aed, panting, looked at her and brushed 
her bangs to the side. 

"Wha' are yeh doin' here?" He asked. "I thought Mona-" 

"I'm goin' to fight, I can' hide an' do nothin'. I want to fight wit' 
yeh or die wit' yeh, Aed." She vowed, solemnly. Aed 
chuckled . 

"Yeh 're an idiot sometimes, yeh know tha ' right?" He said, pressing 
his forehead to hers. Keera released a short chuckle. 



"Aye, yeh ' ave tha ' effect on me." She told him, placing a hand right 
on his cheek. Her thumb caught some of his blood and she smiled, 
sadly and removed it. "We 'ave t ' git movin' though." 

"Aye." Aed agreed. "Not much 'ere but a closet an' those Northmen are 
jus' at tha' end o'er there." 

Keera looked over his shoulder and then glanced at him. She bent down 
and picked up two weapons. Aed looked at her as she handed him the 
sword . 

"Right then, we'll go the o'er way." 

Aed looked at her with some sort of look of admiration, taking the 
sword by the hilt as she hoisted the axe on her back. 

Carefully, Aed led the way out of the hall. They raced down the 
winding steps in a flurry but they stopped quickly at the horde of 
torches headed in that direction. 

"Ach, c'mon." Keera muttered, agitatedly. Aed craned his neck around 
to look for some sort escape. 

"We're gonna have to barrel through." Aed said. "'Ra, ' ow many arrows 

yeh got left?" 

"Only one, Aed." Keera answered him. Aed gave a small nod and looked 
at the Viking horde heading towards them. 

"'right, I count three." He observed from numbering the shadows. He 
nodded again and looked at Keera. "When I tell yeh, fire yer arrow at 
the center." 

Keera nodded and notched the arrow in preparation. Aed took his 
position just slightly behind his companion. Keera faintly shuddered 
at the closeness of his breath that tickled her ear. She set the axe 
to rest against her leg as she adjusted her final arrow. She steeled 
her eyes however, comforted by his close presence and tightened her 
hand on the wood. She patiently waited. 

Aed's estimation was only short by one but he gave his nod to Keera. 
She raised her arm fully and aimed at the center man. The four 
Northmen were just at the archway of the corridor when Aed whispered 
the command in Keera 's ear. 

"Fire . " 

In just a split second, she released the arrow and the projectile 
slammed into the face of the middle man. He fell dead within seconds 
and Aed burst forth in speed, swinging his sword. Keera chucked her 
bow and picked up the axe. It was heavier than she anticipated when 
she swung it. It was so heavy that she missed her mark and suffered a 
gruesome slash from the Viking sword right across her eye. It 
would've been worse if her reflexes weren't quick in motion. She 
narrowly missed decapitation from a quick duck. Yet, the tip of the 
blade skimmed her eye and she cried out in agonizing pain. Aed saw 
this right as he managed to sink his blade into the stomach of the 
Viking in front of him. 



He pulled it out, laborious from the weight of the weapon and he 
turned to his next target. Keera had no strength nor vision to 
properly swing the axe so he came forward and fought the Viking 
straight on. He gently pushed Keera aside and swung the sword against 

the Viking's with both hands on the hilt. 

Keera removed the hand that covered her eye and looked at the scarlet 

liquid. She cursed under her breath and noticed Aed taking on the 

Viking who was certainly overpowering him. Her heart fluttered for 
just a second before she regained composure and looked around for a 
different option since she had no strength nor aim to swing an 
axe . 

She saw the torch which had fallen while they engaged these 
blood-thirsty marauders. It was still burning next to one of the 
bodies. With a steel jaw, she picked it up during the chaos between 
Aed and the warrior. Without a single shout to Aed, she charged 
forward and pushed the man to the ground in a surprise attack. She 
used speed over brute strength to shove the fire into his face. The 
fire burned and he screamed in agonizing pain. 

"Mark me an ' I mark yeh ! " She shouted at him. The fire ate away at 
his face which gave Keera the time to put it to the end with her 
sword in his chest. As he drew his final breath, an out-of-breath 
Keera rose to her feet and felt her knees wobble from the adrenaline 
of the fight. 

When she turned to Aed, all she saw was shock on his grimy face. The 
light from the other torch ignored, illuminated his expression. She 
couldn't exactly tell if his emotions were positive or negative until 
he dropped his sword and embraced her once again. 

"Good God, ' Ra . " He whispered into her neck. Keera felt tears come to 
her eyes as she pressed her face into his tunic. 

"He almost killed yeh, Aed." She muttered into his chest. "I'm 
sorry . " 

The sounds of fighting outside tore him from his next words which 
were in praise of Keera' s warlike mentality. 

"Look, we need t ' get outta 'ere." He said to Keera as he gently 
pushed her off his chest but still held onto her forearms. He lifted 
one hand and gently brushed her bangs aside to get a good look at the 
gash across her eyes. He could barely see that blue iris because of 
all the blood that kept her eyelids shut. Yet, relief that it was 
this instead of a headless body radiated from him. "Stay by me." 

She nodded at his request and he took her by the hand. He picked up 
the sword and pushed it into Keera 's other hand. He soon took the axe 
and they raced to outside of the manor. 

It was carnage outside. In disbelief, they saw the bodies of serfs 
and freemen strewn across the pastures. Animals joined the carcass 
count as well. Keera 's eyes searched for one particular 
person . 

"Aeda€ 1 " she said, shaking his hand to get his attention. He looked 
down at her. "I don' see me Da." 



Aed carefully scanned the terrain. 


"'E might be inside, 'Raa€l .we should go tha ' way an ' a€ 1 " he stopped 
mid-sentence when he noticed an afflicted look on his beloved's face. 
He looked in the same direction and gasped, those pillagers had her 
father cornered but he was putting up one hell of a fight. He could 
tell that Keera was going to charge forward and risk her life to try 
and save him. 

"Da!" she shouted mightily. She jerked forward in attempt to go but 
Aed threw down his axe and caught her by the waist. 

"No, Keera!" he blurted. He held onto her with a vice grip. 

"Lemme go, Aed." She squirmed. "They got me Da." 

"An' they'll ' ave yeh, too." He warned against. He still felt the 
opposition but he quickly calmed her down by turning her around. He 
gave her a firm shake to break her from her tormented high. "Listen, 
don' go in there." 

"But me Da-" 

"'e's not alone out there, Keera." He soothed her. He glanced up. "I 
see sev'ral other soldiers o'er there, ready t'help 'im." 

Keera was about to look over her shoulder but Aed kept her face from 
turning by pulling him very close to him. 

"We've gotta git outta 'ere, ' Ra . " He suggested urgently. 

"But me Da-" 

"Will be okay." He promised. "Please, jus' stay by me." 

"Yeh've said tha' twice now-" 

"Aye, where yeh gonna do it the first time I asked?" He tried to be 
comical and his remark earned a brief grin and giggle from his 
master's daughter. He gently pushed her off of him again. "C'mon, I 
see a-" 

And once they turned around, they were cornered, too. Aed kept a 
firmer grip on Keera 's body, holding her close to him as they 
advanced . 

They spoke in their biting tongue. Within seconds, Aed lifted the axe 
and swung dangerously at one of them. He was apprehended within 
seconds and the axe fell to the ground. Keera shouted his name and 
went for the fallen weapon. She tried to pick it up and swing it but 

it fell short. The Viking had the axe by the handle and ripped it out 

of her grasp. He flung it away and the three other men pressed 
forward. One of them spoke, it sounded like an order and she was 
suddenly handled by the lot of them. She was separated from Aed. She 
kicked and squirmed. 

"Nil! Nil!" 

It took very little time for Keera to be torn from her home and away 

from Aed. In little time, she was tossed onto their boat with rope 



tied around her wrists. She was on her knees, blood still trickling 
down her cheeks. Along the way, Keera had saw the fate of her father 
while she was hauled away. He had fallen to the feet of the Vikings, 
most likely dead. 

On the boat, she looked for any signs of Aed but when no miracle 
appeared, she accepted the grim fact that she was truly alone. 

To be continued. 
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The Viking and the Slave 

Chapter 5 

The party was in full swing. Mead and meat were distributed 
everywhere. Astrid watched from her seat, not entirely in the festive 
mood. She kept one hand cupped around her mug of the alcohol with no 
intent in finishing it in order to avoid being served some more when 
she hated the damn liquor in the first place. 

She saw a shadowy figure from the corner of her eye. She looked up to 
see Hiccup gesturing to the seat. 

"Is this seat taken?" He asked out of courtesy. Astrid shook her 
head. Hiccup sat down, only inches away from the blonde Vikingess. He 
observed her behavior, she casually brought the tankard to her lips 
and took a small sip. She swallowed, her eyes cashed downwards at the 
table. Her face looked crestfallen as well. Hiccup cleared his 
throat. "My Dad is certainly a big fan of your father." 

Astrid gave a meek, affirmative hum. 

"He keeps telling stories how Hoffer the Sharp valiantly 'slewed' 
five hundred Celts while outnumbered." Hiccup added, mindless to 
Astrid' s dejected emotions. "You knowa€ 1 he attacked a manoraC 1 a manor 
1 s a€ 1 " 

"I know what it is." Astrid snapped abruptly. It effectively silenced 
Hiccup who looked sort of surprised at her outburst. Hiccup raised a 
brow. "Fishlegs lectured me about the southern islands." 

Hiccup gave a nod. 


"Cf course. 


He amended. "Sorry." 



Astrid angrily took another sip of her mead and forcefully swallowed 
it . 

"Dad brought home a slave." She told him. Hiccup sat forward and 
closer, interested suddenly. She gave a bitter laugh. "Says that she 
will make work a lot easier since I "conveniently" have Dragon duties 
when should be doing my chores." 

"Sounds like you have a lot of free time now." Hiccup interjected. 
Astrid looked the liquid in her cup. He looked at her. 

"Astrid? " 

"She has a gash, right along her right eye." Astrid recalled vividly. 
She looked at him. "Can barely keep her right eye open. It continues 
to bleed . " 

"Maybe take her to Gothi . " Hiccup offered. 

"Dad won't allow it." Astrid refuted sadly. "Besides, she's a slave. 
We should save medical supplies for the people who really need it. 
She's lasted this long." 

Hiccup wasn't too happy with her tough-like response. 

"Infections can be gradual, Astrid." Hiccup argued softly. 

"Dad won't allow it." Astrid repeated. She sighed, unhappy with 
herself. "I don't know why I brought it up." 

Hiccup shook his head and decided to change the subjects. He stood to 
his feet and offered an extended hand. Astrid looked up at him with a 
questioning glance. 

"Let's go." He suggested, pretty bluntly. Astrid raised a 
brow . 

"Hiccup, your father-" 

"I believe you still owe me a flight." He attempted to charm. Astrid 
smiled, ignoring all types of protocol and took his hand. Together, 
they walked into the cold air and Hiccup gave a sharp whistle. Astrid 
was heading to her stable. 

"Let me go get Stormfly." She stated. Hiccup, who had intentions of 
having Astrid ride behind him, only nodded his head and allowed her 
to run quickly. 

Astrid snuck into the stable and lit a candle. She walked up to her 
dragon, ready to awaken her when she heard a groan coming from the 
hay besides Stormfly. Astrid looked down to see the slave girl turn 
on her side, obviously trying to sleep. 

She saw the gash again that the flame seemed to irradiate and she 
frowned, feeling the foreign emotion of sympathy. However, her dragon 
was awake with a squawk which jerked the slave girl awake too. Astrid 
was quick on saddling Stormfly, hoping the slave didn't spot her 
staring. Astrid commanded the Nadder out the stable and Astrid 
exchanged glances with the slave girl. 


"If they ask, I'm taking Stormfly out for a flight." Astrid told the 



girl. The slave girl still gazed at her, left eye fully open, the 
other squinted shut with a thick line still running down it. Astrid 
chuffed and mounted on Stormfly. "Not like you can understand me 
anyway . " 

She clicked her tongue and Stormfly took off. 

Hiccup soon joined her in the air. 

"Nice of you to give me a heads-up." He jested, sidling up to her. 
Astrid gave a sly smirk. 

"Just testing to see if you were alert." She reasoned casually. 

Hiccup rolled his eyes. 

"Oh please, I'm always alert." He stated, playfully offended. "Leader 
of the Dragon Academy, remember?" 

"Also to see if you can still have Toothless fly with the weight of 
your big head." She quipped quickly. Hiccup scowled at her. 

"Oh really," he was in his challenge mode. "Let's see how well 
Toothless can fly with my big head." 

"Race you," Astrid hastily challenged and she nudged Stormfly 's 
sides. The Nadder took off in a burst of speed and Hiccup soon urged 
Toothless to do the same. Their thrills built up against the bursting 
wind. Hiccup laughed as he snagged first but Astrid was close 
behind . 

Astrid gave a haughty laugh when Stormfly matched and exceeded 
Toothless's speed. She noticed the surprised glance on the Night Fury 
rider's face. He'd soon beat her, she knew, but it was worth it to 
just see that shocked expression to remind him just how far she had 
come as a dragon trainer herself. 

However, the idea of racing became old. The two riders landed in the 
Cove and dismounted. The calm beauty was enchanting. The lake 
shimmered under the full moon and the stars dotted the sky in no 
particular formation. 

Hiccup rested his back against a boulder while Toothless decided to 
fish in the pond. Astrid stood around, stroking Stormfly 's scales 
fondly. She took the serenity of the atmosphere to think. For an odd 
reason, her mind was clouded with the dark image of the defeated 
foreigner, sleeping on hay with blood streaming endlessly from her 
eye. She stopped her hand abruptly and thought about that for a 
moment . 

"Astrid? " 

Her head snapped up to the voice of her male companion. She watched 
him look at her with confused, concerned eyes. 

"Hm?" she hummed. 

"Are you okay?" He treaded carefully. Astrid nodded after thinking a 
moment. "What's on your mind?" 


Astrid gave his question some thought. She sat down next to him 



allowing Stormfly to go play with Toothless a little bit. Hiccup 
inched away to give her some leg room and she brought both of her 
knees to her chest with her arms hugging them tightly. 

"Hiccup, do you know anything about any tribes south of here?" She 
asked him. "Like where my father went?" 

Hiccup contemplated for a moment. 

"Dad says they usually go for these little 'villages', some sort of 
religious settlement. Usually the slaves brought back are the 
followers of some religion they call Christianity." Hiccup said. 

"They are rich with gold and silver. But then again. Dad says they 
weren't 'priests' but commoners." 

"What is Christianity?" Astrid asked, crossing her legs and leaning 
forward. Hiccup shrugged. 

"Some belief that follows one god." 

"One of our gods?" 

Hiccup shrugged. 

"I actually don't know." Hiccup said honestly. "Maybe run it by 
Fishlegs, he might know it." 

Astrid shook her head. 

"It isn't worth it." Astrid said flatly. She sighed. "I should 
probably get back before I hear how "I'm supposed to go to bed early 
so I can rise and do my chores." 

Hiccup sighed sadly and stood up. 

"You want to walk or fly back?" He asked, hopefully she take the 
first suggestion because it would take longer. Astrid held Stormfly 's 
reins and shook her head. 

"We need to be up early anyway." Astrid muttered. Hiccup's shoulders 
fell but she had a valid point. Astrid swung herself onto her 
Nadder's back. Hiccup mounted on Toothless and they both flew towards 
the village. 

Hiccup was still the gentleman and walked with Astrid towards her 
stable. She directed Stormfly in, undid her riding gear and shoved it 
in the crate besides the firewood stack. Hiccup's eyes fell to a 
shadowy figure on a pile of hay, back turned to them, asleep. 

"Is this her?" Hiccup whispered. Astrid scoffed. 

"No need to be quiet." She snarled. "She's awake." 

"Does she have a name?" Hiccup asked. Astrid casted a sad glance at 
the resting body but kept her toughness. 

"She is a thrall." She answered. "Her name won't matter." 


Shocked, Hiccup looked at the one girl he admired for so long. It was 
so uncharacterist ic of Astrid to give such words of hate. He decided 



that it was time to head back and he said farewell to Astrid. He 
mounted on Toothless outside of the stable and casted one last look 
at her. Astrid waved as he departed. 

Astrid turned to the girl asleep on the ground. She was curled up, 
trying to sleep. She thought back to her words. She recalled a faint 
bite on her tongue, uncomfortable as she lashed out those words. She 
shook her head and decided to head inside before she does more that 
she'd regret in the morning. 

However, by next morning, Astrid came down the stairs just at sunrise 
when she was supposed to be when she found her mother yelling at the 
thrall who was sitting on the ground, with a clueless expression on 
her face, with two stones at her feet. Astrid stood there, watching 
the event unfold. Her mother's voice raised a volume. 

"Work!" she snarled at her. "Grind the damn cereal!" 

Astrid was startled when her mother gave slapped the thrall straight 
across the face. The girl's head tilted to the right and slightly 
downwards from the impact. Astrid felt compelled to rush forward and 
help. That's when Gerda found her daughter standing at the stairway. 
She looked at her with an unhappy glower. 

"Ach, 'Strid, git o'er here an' help this useless _slA;pr_." Her 
mother indirectly insulted the thrall. Astrid complied, quickly at 
the thrall's side to demonstrate. She took the handstone in her hand 
and showed it briefly to the girl, then scooped some of the cereal 
onto the base, the quern, and started mashing it. Astrid glanced up 
and caught the hard stare of the thrall. Her eyes were a darker blue 
than her own, glossed with callousness and a deep hatred to which 
Astrid could perfectly understand. Astrid saw the hurt as well and 
felt a bit sick to her stomach at the sight of the blood etching down 
her cheek from her gash that was popped in one place from the impact 
of her mother's hand. 

The thrall reached forward however, taking the handstone from Astrid 
as her way of saying that she 'understood' the practice and to leave 
her alone. Astrid nodded and stood up, awkwardly heading for the door 
to get to the Dragon Academy for today's lesson. She stopped at the 
threshold, hearing the rough echo of the handstone twisting against 
the base's stone, crumbling the tough grain into white 
powder . 

Astrid thought about the girl all the way to the Academy. The raising 
questions all summed into one basic thought; who is she? 

To be continued. 
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The Viking and the Slave 
Chapter 6 

Work began immediately for Keera. She was awaken rudely by her 
master. Hoffer had intruded into the stable and gave her rough jabs 
to the ribs to rouse her. Keera finally got up and was given her 
first chores for the day. The master's wife had placed two stones in 
front of her on the ground where she was sitting. The wife glared at 
her with beady eyes and pointed to it, snarling at her in their 
tongue . 

Keera dared to raise a brow which was met with a slap across the face 
in response, reopening the gash. She pointed to the two stones again 
and spat angrier, Keera still looked at the stones with cluelessness. 
It was thanks to the master's daughter who came to her rescue and 
demonstrated the task briefly. However, she wasn't too happy with 
that _gaill _staring at her like she was some beaten deer. 

By midday, Keera was sent to do another chore. She was thrown out to 
the field where she would take a scythe and start reaping the crop. 
She watched other thralls perform this tedious task but still 
struggled herself. She raised the scythe over her shoulder and 
attempted to swing at the plant, only to graze the top and she 
watched the tip fall, defeated. 

She was ready to hoist it up again until she felt two hands wrap 
around the handle on both sides of her. She was ready to spin around 
and pummel the halfwit who had her trapped until she heard his soft, 
careful words. 

"Lemme show yeh, ' Ra . " 

For a dazed moment, she thought she had to be dreaming. Dreaming of 
him again like she had been for the last two months. She surmised to 
his guidance and she closed her eyes, picturing him as she swung the 
scythe to the crop. This swing was successful and she opened her eyes 
to see the oats fall. 

She looked over her shoulder to test her theory but gasped when it 
was tossed onto the ground. Her eyes widened to the best of their 
ability and she felt tears sting her eyes. She spun to him and 
embraced him. 

"Aed! " 

The man, now grown a couple of more inches, with stubble poking out 
of his chin, hugged her back. The thralls around looked up to see the 
happy couple embracing each other. Keera let the tears slid down her 
cheeks onto his shoulder. 

"Oh Aed, " she whispered, weakly to him. The tears had stung her cut 
but she ignored it for the sweet reunion she dreamed several times 
before . 



"I knew yeh were 'ere, ' Ra . " He whispered in her ear as she pressed 
her ear to his chest to hear his heartbeat. "I jus' ne'er 'ad the 
chance te look fer yeh." 

"I'm 'ere now, Aed." Keera mumbled, softly. 

"I know," He said. "God, I thought I'd lost yeh." 

He gently pushed her to get a good look at her face. He gazed at her 
softened face and tenderly brushed the growing bangs from her 
eyes . 

"Yeh 'ad won'erful 'air." He commented sweetly. His thumb faintly 
touched the rough scab of her gash. 

"Theyweren' t ' fond o' me 'air." She reported, jestingly. Aed smiled, 
a bit entertained by her still-existent humor. "Who ' re yeh wit?" 

"I was sold t'the Chief." Aed replied, "'e's a scary man, buta€ 1 'is 
son is not soa€ 1 " 

"Intimidatin'." Keera finished. Aed nodded and she broke into a grin. 
"Me master's daugh'er an' ' im seem t ' ave eyes on each o'er." 

"Yeh wouldn' believe ' ow lovesick this Vikin' is." Aed said. "Yeh 'll 
see a lot o' ' im . " 

Keera reached up and gently stroked Aed's tan skin. 

"Oh Aed," she whispered. "Fer days, I thought I was alone. I still 
see me Da in me mind an' 'is death. I dreamt yeh 'ad the same 
fate . " 

"Keera, " he gently assured as he grabbed the hand that rested on his 
cheek. "I know yeh ' re scarred by yer Da's demise buta€ 1 stay be 
mea€ 1 lemme-" 

She placed a finger on his lips. 

"Yeh don' need t ' say it 'cause I want t ' stay be yeh." She answered 
for him. Aed smiled. 

"Nothin' stoppin' us now." He said, leaning in to kiss her pale 
lips . 


"01!" was heard in the distance and directed to the two thralls. They 
looked up to see two burly Vikings headed straight their way about 
the break them apart. Aed whispered to her again, riskily. 

" ' cept 'em." He said. Keera chuckled and he slowly walked out of her 
arms. He picked up the scythe and tossed it back to her, believing 
that she would catch it. She did effortlessly and started to work 
again. When the Vikings came, they violently shoved Aed and spat 
something nasty at Keera. They didn't do much of anything else and 
they shoved a scythe in Aed's hand and pointed to the field. 

And there, they worked together and Keera felt her heart lift 
slightly at the mere marvel that her Aed was still alive. 


That night, she was walked back by Aed to the master's residence. Aed 



told her the story of his survival and she told her his. She told her 
about the master's daughter's dragon and he told her about his 
master's son's dragon. 

"Drag'ns seem t'be more ' uman than 'em." Aed had stated along their 
walk back from the fields. It was nearly sun down and she was 
expected to do evening chores after the Mrs. served dinner to her 
family. Keera would get the scrap and work until very late probably. 
Keera hummed in response. 

"'owever," Keera wanted to add. "The daugh'er did pull me outta a big 
blow t ' day . " 

"Aye?" 

"She was pro'lly ordered by 'er Ma but she came o'er an' showed me 
' ow to grind grain." 

"I'd ask ' ow yeh don' know ' ow t'use a quern but-" 

"Can I tell yeh somethin' Aed?" 

"An 'thing, ' Ra . " Aed answered. "Yeh know tha ' . " 

"I'm actually scared." She said honestly. There was traces of defeat 
in her usually confident and stern voice. Aed paid attention and 
mulled over her next words with respect and understanding. "I don' 
un'erstan' their language an' I don' know ' ow t ' do work. I've been 
the baron's daugh'er me entire life." 

Aed placed his hand on her shoulder and they stopped walking 
briefly . 

"Don' worry," he vowed. "Yeh'll learn, 'specially if yeh ' ave a 
master's daugh'er like 'er." 

"She's a bit scary," 

"So is the Chief's son but, there's somethin' 'ere tha ' s diff'rent 
from all the o'er tales we 'ere 'bout these barbarians." 

"Yeh git tha' from jus' one day wit' 'em?" Keera questioned. Aed 
shrugged . 

"I'm jus' sayin' there's somethin'." He replied and they were at the 
stable. He turned his head to see the giant Deadly Nadder and he 
changed the subject, pointing to the beast. "Aye, is tha' 

' er?" 

"I've 'eard the name Storm somewhere from 'er ri'er." She 
answered . 

"It's a beautiful creature." Aed complimented. Keera smiled softly, 
agreeing with him. Aed grinned. "Me master's son's beast is named 
Toothless . " 

"Toothless?" Keera inquired and Aed nodded. She chuckled, a bit fond 
of the name, "'e doesn' 'ave teeth?" 

"Aye, 'e 'as teeth. Why 'e's named tha' is beyond me." Aed 



assured . 


"Most o' things ' re beyond yeh . " Keera haughtily mocked. Aed scowled 
at her and gently punched her shoulder. Aed admired the dragon 
again . 

"I won'er wha ' it's like." He said aloud. Keera looked at him 
quizzically. "T'fly." 

She hummed, thinking about his innocent wonder. 

"I'd fly back ' ome . " Keera identified bluntly, looking up at 
Stormfly. Aed looked at her with empathetic eyes. 

"Even af'er the raid?" Aed asked. Keera looked at him and she 
nodded . 

"Anywhere is be'er than 'ere." She said. "I'm not made t'be a 
slave . " 

Aed thought with confliction in his heavy heart. 

"Maybe yeh weren'a€l" he said, rather vague about the interpretation 

but Keera suspected the true meaning and she looked at 

him. 

"Aeda€ 1 I ' m-" 

Aed turned to her and grabbed her hands. 

"Yeh know, I ' aven ' kissed yeh yet." He suggested. Keera 
smiled . 

"Then do it. Serf." She challenged. Aed smiled, fond at her pet name 
for him. 


"Can I say I love yeh first?" He requested as they were now pressed 
together. Their foreheads were against each other's and their breaths 
mingled. They were together intimately in the stable, probably an 
eyeful to some wandering Viking. They'd probably hear about later on 
and get beaten for their shameful behavior. Yet, they cared less as 
they were almost near-kissing and holding each other, the last links 
they have to their past. 


"Please." She murmured finally to him. Aed smiled and whispered the 
four heartwarming words. 


"I love yeh, Keera." He confessed without doubt. 


"I love yeh too, Aed." She returned with equal emotion. He smiled and 
kissed her sweet lips again, reveling in the taste of her and the 
scent that she still carried even if she hadn't been able to wash 
herself for a long time. She was warm and comforting. He was warm and 
present. Their lips reacquainted with one another with passion and 
promise for a better future as they face this new problem together. 
Aed pulled away, out of breath and pressed his forehead to hers 
again . 


"Keera . 


He said her name, just to say it. 



"Aed." She did the same thing. 


They were about to move in when there was a clearing of a throat. 

They pulled apart to see the master's daughter standing in front of 
them. Quickly, they jumped apart and their cheeks were hot. The 
blonde Viking eyed them but she gestured her head and gave a command 
that sounded like 'scram'. Aed took it, bowed in respect and headed 
of f . 

Keera expected something cruel from the Viking before her but the 
blonde looked at her with an unidentifiable emotion. Keera coughed 
awkwardly and the Viking pulled out something. She offered it with an 
extended hand. Keera eyed her suspiciously until the Viking gave up 
and tossed it to the hay stack. The Viking said something else and 
left . 

Keera sat down back at the haystack, her lips still tingling from 
Aed's presence and she picked up the piece of bread that the Viking 
had given her. Slowly, she ate to reserve its existence. 

About halfway through her bite, she laughed genuinely for the first 
time in forever and she pulled out the very ring Aed had given to her 
the day of the invasion. 

"Stay by me." 

To be continued. 
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have the time, give me some feedback. As always, I hope you enjoy! 

* * 


* *Disclaimer , I own nothing. ** 

**~Soldier78~** 

The Viking and the Slave 
Chapter 7 

There truly were days when the strong and tough Astrid Hofferson 
would question her ability to actually be tough and strong. She 
always knew she wouldn't be the smartest Viking or the strongest 
Viking. However, her rigorous training and her engagement with the 
Viking community had earned her the status of being feared or 
respectedaC 1 by her generation. 


It felt like only her generation understood and valued her abilities 



that took years to master into some form of greatness. She could 
throw an axe, summersault forwards and backwards, beat top Vikings at 
an arm wrestle and be able to brush off any flirtatious advances. 

Even on her worst days, she was still valued and still a role model 
for her generation. 

Then Hiccup, though she highly regarded him now and loved him for who 
he is, showed up, and mastered a new skill that was now greatly 
admired, ended a war and took down the Red Death. His father was now 
open about his affection for his boy. Hiccup was regarded highly by 
the village now as the First Dragon Rider and was the center for 
advice about training dragons. Astrid greatly admired him just like 
the rest of the village. Yet, with his rise, Astrid felt like she was 
feeling a downfall. 

She scowled every time after she shot an arrow. She counted fifteen 
shots and not one of them hit the center of the oak tree. The 
arrowheads just either dug in barely to hold against the sides of the 
tree or they were shot into the ground. 

This was her fifth outing to the forest to try and master the shot 
since our story began. Every time she came out here, she was 
motivated by the negative nickname for her. The other riders were 
still calling her "Astrid the Aimless", except for Hiccup of course. 
Hiccup always had the decency to not exploit flaws. 

There was a loud, obnoxious squawk coming from behind her. She turned 
to see her Deadly Nadder right there, flapping her mighty wings 
impatiently. It was time to go home. Astrid sighed, strapped the 
quiver to her back and mounted on Stormfly's back. She gave the 
dragon the order to flight and she rode with one hand holding the 
reins and one hand gripping the yew bow with a frustrated, vice-like 
grip . 

She flew straight to the stable, deftly hopping off and landing on 
both feet before setting the bow aside to unsaddle her friend. As she 
hung up her gear, she heard a distant grunt and sharp mutter. Astrid 
snuck to the back of the stable and climbed on top a couple of 
barrels to look over the fence. Through the one foot slit, she could 
see the Thrall trying to chop some wood. She had a decent hatchet in 
her hand and looked like she could have the strength to break that 
with maybe two hard hits. Yet, the blade came down and hit the log, 
only to whack the side of it and the entire piece toppled over with 
just a cleavage from the strike. 

Astrid wanted to laugh, it was amusing to watch but she bit her 
tongue. As she watched for the fourth time, the amusement grew old 
and into a sense of empathy as she was cruelly reminded of her own 
obstacle . 

"Thrall! Get o'er 'ere!" barked her mother from inside. "Now!" 

The girl stopped, jumped at the abrupt noise. Astrid held her breath 

as the girl stood still. She expected her mom to come out and drag 

her by the ear to get inside. Yet, this foreigner had at least a 
sense of tone and headed into the house. She waited a few moments 
until she heard her front door slam shut. She looked over her 

shoulder at the fleeting sight of her mother heading down the knoll 

and into the Market Place on an errand. 



Astrid leapt down from the barrels and something overcame her. The 
foreign emotion of empathy kicked right in and, out of instinct, 
Astrid headed to the wood and picked up the hatchet. She gave it a 
good look in her hand and glanced, as if knowing the slave would be 
right there, at the back of her house. She pursed her lips together 
and turned to the stump. She positioned one log and aimed. She split 
six pieces of timber in about five minutes. 

On her seventh, she was just about to let go but she stopped when she 
saw a figure out of the corner of her eye. It was the slave, 
approaching cautiously. Astrid lowered the hatchet and eyed the poor 
girl. This was one of the very few times Astrid had the chance to 
really study this new addition to the Hofferson Household. The Thrall 
had stopped just a few feet from her and had this undecipherable 
glimmer in her oceanic eyes. The gash on her right eye was healing 
but it was still prominent on her face now covered in weeks' worth of 
dirt and grim. Her cropped hair was now growing with the bangs 
getting in her eyes. The collar forged by wrought iron hung loosely 
on her neck, probably creating grooves of skin burns. Her tunic was 
torn in a few places and frayed even more around the edges from wear. 
However, the girl still had this honorable expression on her face. 

Her jaw was set and her lips thinned into a determined scowl. That 
undecipherable glimmer was now read as stoic and indomitable. Who was 
this girl? 

Astrid held out her hand with the hatchet and swallowed. With her own 
steeled jaw and furrowed brow, she glared at the teen. 

"Continue." She demanded, waving the axe to emphasize and translate 
her point. The thrall took two steps forward and snatched the hatchet 
which briefly struck Astrid for the boldness. Astrid took the moments 
to observe the girl's movements. The thrall's arms swung down in a 
rough arc but once again, failure. 

Astrid bit her lip in hesitation. She was about to take a step 
forward, but in mid-step, she faltered and turned her back on the 
struggling girl. 

The sky was dotted with bright stars and the moon was rising over the 
ocean. Just an hour ago, Astrid had received air mail from Hiccup's 
little messenger Terrible Terror. 

_I'm at the Cove if you want to join me. _ 

_-HHH_ 

So she snuck out, snuck into the stable. She carried an oil lamp in 
her right hand as she entered the stable. She stopped for a second, 
admiring the slumbering Deadly Nadder. She almost took a step forward 
but paused when she heard a quiet murmur. 

"Kneel, Kneel." It sounded like to Astrid. She shined the light onto 
the fidgety girl in the haystack. The Thrall turned onto her side. 

She cried another name and fell into a pathetic whimper. Astrid 
frowned, moved by the distress this girl was experiencing. Astrid had 
half a mind to even crouch down, shake her awake to save her from the 
shadows of her nightmares. As she watched the teen thrash to her 
right side and settled. It was all too similar, Astrid summarized as 
she turned to Stormfly. 



Quietly, she roused the Nadder with a stroke to her scales. Stormfly 
crooned abruptly but Astrid quickly shushed her. She turned her head 
to see the girl turn onto her other side, groaning. She looked at 
Stormfly and started to ease her out as quietly as she could so she 
wouldn't disturb the sleeping teenager. She soon flew to the 
Cove . 

Hiccup was where he said he would be. He was reclined against 
Toothless and gazing up at the stars. His hands were folded behind 
his head. There was a small fire going to the right of him. It 
crackled and flickered healthily. The flames reflected off of 
Hiccup's emerald eyes as Astrid got closer. Stormfly plopped down on 
the ground next to Toothless who raised his head briefly, startled by 
the newest visitor but soon settled his large head back down to 
snooze some more. 

Astrid sat with her back against Stormfly 's stomach and stared up as 
well . 

"It's amazing that we don't have any clouds tonight." Astrid admired 
after a few moments of silence. She turned her head and saw a very 
blissful look on Hiccup's face. 

"No rain or much wind either." He commented, absently. Astrid smiled 
for a reason she wasn't quite sure why. Normally, she'd beat herself 
up over that, it was the exact sentimentality she tried to push out 
of her all those years. Yet, she still smiled softly at any 
non-offensive remarks of his. "I wonder, though." 

Astrid turned her head to look at him. Hiccup beamed back at her. 
Those green eyes shimmering with mystery and curiosity. 

"Where do you think stars come from?" Hiccup asked. Astrid raised a 
brow at his question. 

"You're asking me?" She asked him, a bit baffled as to why he asked 
this. It was written down somewhere. 

"Sure." He affirmed with a shrug. 

"I thought you would know that." Astrid wondered, looking back up at 
the stars. "You seem to know that kind of stuff." 

"So you think I know everything." Hiccup said flatly. Astrid cringed 
a bit, did she say something very wrong? She glanced at Hiccup who 
sighed. "I thought you'd know." 

Astrid felt immediate guilt and licked her lips, thinking about how 
to amend this quick obstacle. She closed her eyes and thought. 

"They were put there by the Gods." Astrid answered. "They were sparks 
and burning embers from Muspelheim that the Gods took to give light 
to us. They say that they placed them in the sky themselves." 

Hiccup smiled and looked at her again, appreciating the gesture. 
Astrid only hoped that she was forgiven. He turned his head again and 
pointed to the sky. With his index finger, he mapped out a 
constellation. Astrid's eyes followed his long, thin digit. 

"That's the Eyes of Thjazi." Hiccup said. Again, he looked at Astrid. 



"The only constellation I know." 

Astrid hummed in response, still attached to the sky. 

"You want to know why?" He prodded. 

"Because Thjazi is a funny name?" Astrid jested without looking at 
him. Hiccup grinned like an idiot, amused by that response. She 
eventually turned her head to look at his dazzling emerald eyes 
again. "Why?" 

"I find the legend pretty funny. Have you heard it?" Hiccup inquired. 
Astrid shook her head. He smiled and looked back up at the sky. 
"Thjazi was a giant that captured IA°unn, you know goddess of apples 
and youth . " 

Astrid chuckled. 

"I like apples." She commented randomly, averting her gaze back up at 
the endless sky. Hiccup's smile grew and he resumed his story. 

"Well without IA°unn, the gods would grow old. They figured Loki was 
involved and sent to get the goddess back otherwise he'd face death. 
In the end, he did get IA°unn but killed Thjazi in the process. This 
made the Gods compensate SkaA°i, Thjazi 's daughter. " Hiccup said. 
Astrid listened, still gazing. "She got to choose her husband from 
their own number. She could choose only by looking at their feet, 
however. She thought she'd married Baldr, because he had the most 
beautiful feet. However, she found herself betrothed to NjorA°, god 
of the sea. The Gods also had to make SkaA°i laugh, done by Loki. The 
last compensation was throwing Thjazi 's eyes into the sky and making 
them stars. And so, the eyes of Thjazi." 

Astrid chuckled at the bizarre story. Hiccup looked at her. 

"What's so funny?" 

"Why does our religion have such weirdness to it?" Astrid said for 
lack of a better word. Hiccup chuckled. 

"We're Vikings." He answered simply. Astrid laughed at his comment as 
well. Hiccup hummed in thought for a second, getting Astrid' s 
attention once more. 

"What?" 

His tone turned into a bit of sympathetic curiosity. 

"I wondera€ 1 about their religion." Hiccup told her. Astrid raised a 
brow . 

"Whose religion?" 

Hiccup sighed. 

"Thea€ 1 thea€ 1 " 

"You're curious about the slaves' beliefs?" Astrid said, sitting 
upright now. Hiccup did the same. 



"Yes, I am." He said astutely. Astrid huffed which earned Hiccup's 
indignation. "Is there anything wrong with that?" 


"No," Astrid tried to amend. "It's justa€lwhat can they tell you? 

They don't even speak our language." 

Hiccup huffed and laid back down against Toothless. 

"I don't understand it." Hiccup grumbled. Astrid glared at 
him . 

"Understand what?" She asked, appalled that he was suddenly mad at 
her . 

"They're living under our roof! She lives in your stable and he lives 
under my stairs-" 

Astrid cut Hiccup off. 

"He lives under your stairs?" She asked, baffled for a moment until 
she finally processed Hiccup's sour remark. "Your dad-" 

"Yes, my dad got a thrall as an offering." Hiccup explained to her, 
bluntly. "The point isa€lthey're living with us. They aren't sheep or 
yak or even dragons. They're humans, just like us! Why can't we at 
least be kind to them? It is a challenge for them to understand our 
orders because they don't know our language!" 

Hiccup had just finished flailing his hands around in anguish and he 
settled down, arms crossed as he now glared at the endless sky. 

Astrid had a ridiculous thought about the stars. The sky was endless, 
therefore, the beauty that Astrid had been gazing at all night was 
probably the same just across the sea. 

"Do youa€ 1 know his name?" Astrid asked softly. Hiccup chuffed. 

"He is a thrall." He spat bitterly. "His name won't matter." 

Astrid felt extremely uncomfortable as he repeated the same biting 
words that she had spoken when her father brought home the slave girl 
in the first place. 

And when Astrid went home that night after a hasty goodbye from 
Hiccup, not even comfortable with giving him a kiss on the cheek to 
add the ambiguity mess of their relationship, she directed Stormfly 
inside. What was even more ridiculous was the fact that clouds 
started to coat the skies and the thunder rumbled. Rain was pouring 
hard, making visibility tremendously doubtful. It was probably 
halfway through the night and she was exhausted but as she stepped 
into the stable. She heard a soft snore and turned her head to look 
down at the girl. The light from the lightning momentarily brightened 
the restful body of the thrall. She was now sleeping much more 
peacefully, curled up a bit from the chilly air. Astrid bit her 
tongue in thought for a moment and suddenly huffed. She said 
goodnight to Stormfly and marched straight to the Great Hall. The 
rain completely drenched her in seconds after leaving the 
stable . 

She stormed straight inside and found the figure of a large, rotund 
Viking boy, hunched over a large book. She approached the table with 



determination in her face and she looked at him dead in the 
eye . 

"Fishlegs, do you know where these thralls come from?" 

He gave a nod and Astrid sat down at the bench next to him. 
"Good, tell me everything you know about them." 

To be continued. 
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The Viking and the Slave 

Chapter 8 

Keera had been in the mistress's garden, pulling weeds and picking 
vegetables. She had just tossed aside a chunk of soil when she heard 
some noise that sounded like a struggle, just down the grassy knoll. 
She saw a cart with its wheels stuck in the mud, remnants of the 
battering storm last night. Two fellow thralls had already moved to 
help the poor old man who scratched his head. 

They exchanged words and Keera was able to recognize the language 
instantly and even more to her pleasure, Aed's melodic voice. She 
glanced at the basket and chuffed. She rose to her feet and headed 
down the hill to assist the two strapping lads. The old man had been 
Friar Declan from some Franciscan Monastery along the northern coast 
of Ireland. 

"Hello, Friar." Aed had greeted with his debonair slanted grin. He 
glanced at Keera and his smile probably had widened a bit more. Keera 
sheepishly glanced at the ground and Aed cleared his throat to turn 
to the Friar. 

"Yeh need 'elp?" He offered. Friar Declan nodded his head. 

"Aye, much appreciated, me dear boy." He said. Aed addressed his 
friend . 

"Right, Manus," he said, heading to the right side of the wagon. "We 
each take a side." 


Aed's companion, Manus, walked over to the left side and Keera 
watched for a second as the Friar sidled up to her. The boys 



struggled for a few moments, cussing under labored breaths. Keera 
rolled her eyes and stepped forward. Her bare feet squished into the 
cold mud and her face grimaced. She recovered and placed two firm 
hands on the back of the wagon. She pushed aggressively against the 
wagon and the extra weight seemed to shift it. She tried harder and 
the three of them shoved it right out of the mud. 

Friar Declan was rejoiced in their teamwork and approached the three 
of them. Keera found herself at Aed's side who snuck his hand over 
hers, interlacing their fingers. Keera gave him the briefest, but 
admiring glance she could give. 

"Yeh tri're Gods' angels." He said. 

"We're o ' ly faithful servan's." Aed said modestly. Declan gave them a 
nice smile in thanks. 

Aed walked Keera back to the mistress's garden. 

"Yeh pullin' weeds t'day?" Aed asked as they trekked up the grassy 
knoll . 

"Me back aches." She complained. Aed chuckled. 

"I can 'elp yeh wit' tha ' la'er." He grinned, suggestively. Keera 
stopped and looked at him. 

"Yeh askin' me out?" She asked, a bit off by his proposition. 

"Yer me Heart." Aed insisted with every ounce of love he had for this 
girl. Keera 's face reddened but she gently touched his 
cheek . 

"O'course." Keera promised. "Yeh've got a place t'meet?" 

Aed pointed his chin towards the Forge. 

"Master's son works in a Forge. Righ' up there. There's a nice li'le 
cliff, we sit an' enjoy the stars t 'night." Aed suggested. Keera 
sighed though, unhappy with her doubt. 

"Wha' if they catch us?" Keera asked him. He hummed in agreement. She 
sighed and took a couple of steps towards him. They were at the 
stable. The blasted blue reptile napping inside. It sorted of alerted 
Keera 's of the mistress's daughter's presence probably in the house. 
She looked at Aed though. "I'm s'rry, Aeda€ 1 " 

Aed shook his head, refusing any sort of unneeded apology from his 
beloved. He reached out and touched her cheek with his soft, 
calloused hand. His thumb gently stroked the pale skin on her face 
and he smiled at her lovingly. 

"No apologies." He requested. "I keep f ergett in ' a€ 1 it won' be 
easya€ 1 we ' re slaves now." 

Keera laid her head against his chest in an embrace which he gladly 
returned . 


"I love yeh, Aed." She reminded him. She reminded him every day of 
her affection for him and Aed did no less. He made sure he saw her 



kiss her and hug her each day. He made the promise to himself and 
told Keera that he would do everything to take this chance he 
originally wasn't supposed to have. Keera laughed but loved him more 
for his dedication. She vowed the same vow. 

Aed kissed her head and she mumbled against his sturdy chest. 

"I ' ave t ' go back t'work now." She said sadly. Aed nodded and gently 
pried her off of him. He looked her in the eye and tucked one of her 
loose strands of chestnut hair behind her ear. He stared briefly at 
the healing gash along her eye and he pressed a kiss there. 

"I'll come see yeh t 'night." He promised despite the rejection 
earlier. Keera nodded and kissed his cheek before heading up the 
hill. She stopped midway and looked over her shoulder to see Aed off 
on another task. He was hauling a basket of fish towards the Chief's 
house . 

"_We ' re slaves now."_ 

Keera shook her head and proceeded up the hill. Her eyes fell to the 
threshold of the master's home. The door seemed to shut. Keera 
groaned, caught again but she didn't know by who. She glared 
hatefully at the mess she was creating before finally kneeling down 
and completing the task. 

The strike came out of absolutely nowhere. All Keera processed in 
that short of a moment was the slap across the face and words she did 
not know but understood as hateful slurs. She held her own tongue as 
dense as they are, they would understand her own slurs as uninviting. 
Anything she said was used against her and was met with a swing. 

The mistress was furious about something trivial. Keera would realize 
later it was a couple of rotten turnips she picked. One too many. 

So here she was now. Her cheek raw from the strike and the mistress 
of the house spitting slurs right at her. 

"Know yer place. Serf." Was the only guess she had towards the 
composition of that slur. Keera just wanted to curl up and forget. 
Yet, she felt this internal rage and felt the need to draw a sword. 
Here she was, defenseless to discrimination and inevitable 
miscommunicat ion . 

Keera was dismissed without a single bite that night. She huddled 
herself in the stack of hay and watched the steady rain. Little 
droplets seeping through the roof of the stables. 

"So much fer the stars t 'night." 

For the first time, Keera was unable to get herself to look at him. 
She couldn't exactly understand her emotions at the time only that 
she was frustrated, ashamed and lost. Aed noticed the 
distance . 

"Wha' ' appened in the las' few 'ours?" He asked, sitting down next to 
her. He gently grabbed her hand and held it in his lap. He played 
with her fingers for a while. Keera swallowed. 


"Nothin ' . " 


She said. Aed didn't buy it and studied her for a second. 



She was oblivious to his investigation so he found something 
suspicious. He tenderly turned her chin so her left cheek was 
revealed to him. From the lightning, he noticed the red 
splotch . 

"They 'it yeh . " He concluded, observantly. Keera bowed her head, 
avoiding eye contact as she stared at the mud. "Dammit, they should 
go t ' ell . " 

"They will." Keera approved, darkly. Her eyes didn't express the 
biting vote, instead, it expressed her inner turmoil as if something 
else hit her. _Will I?_ 

"Yeh okay, 'Ra?" Damn, she didn't want him to notice the conflict but 
she had momentarily forgotten that he was literate in facial cues. It 
was one of his many charming talents that attracted her to him. He 
looked at her with those comforting, soft eyes and she sighed. 

"It's nothin'." She said, hesitantly. "I'm jus'a€l" 

There were footsteps and the Nadder behind was starting to fidget. 

The duo looked up and found the master's daughter standing before 
them. Instantly, Aed shot to his feet and regarded the blonde with a 
slight bow. 

"M-missa€l" He stammered. The blonde just shook her head and walked 
past them as if ignoring them, completely. The two thralls looked at 
each other with bewilderment but Aed was the first to understand he 
crouched down to his beloved. He took her by the hand as a gesture 
for her to stand up. She did and Aed immediately wrapped his arms 
around her. 

"Yeh aren ' foolin' me, Keera." He whispered to her. Keera sighed. 

"I don' wanna talk 'bout it righ' now, Aed." She told him, her head 
right in the crook of his neck. He ran his hand up and down her 
muscular back. 

"I love yeh, Keera." He whispered once again as his tradition. 

"I love yeh, too." She returned just as customarily and lovingly. Aed 
snuck a glance at the Viking in the darker depths of the stall and 
then looked back down at Keera. He just pushed her off slightly to 
look into her mesmerizing gaze. 

"I've gotta go, buta€l-" 

Keera pressed a fervent kiss to his lips that lingered for a few 
moments and she looked up to his dorky expression which she wanted to 
kiss again just to repeat that look. She giggled softly and kissed 
his nose. With a brisk shove, he was out in the rain again but no 
less pleasantly fazed. The rain woke him from his dream and he waved 
before scurrying off to his own shelter. She released a heavy sigh, 
her eyes losing affection. She retreated to her haystack and stopped 
to look at the daughter for any sort of last minute commands. The 
girl gave none and Keera finally plopped into her bed. She reclined 
onto her back, arms tucked behind her head. She stared up at the 
little rain drops that tauntingly landed on her body. The thunder was 
now growling and starting to move across the sea. The rain was 
lighter as well. From the back, the daughter had lit up a lantern to 



light up the stable. 


Her thoughts stole her from reality, millions of little things 
running across her mind as they did every night. Her stomach ached 
for both sustenance but also was the returning homesickness that had 
fortified in her belly. 

Something though, was thrown right onto her flat stomach. She looked 
to see it was a folded cloth, its ends tied together. She sat up, 
looked to her right to see the daughter stroking the scales of her 
dragon as if she had nothing to do with it. Keera was no idiot. 

She untied the knot and found a piece of bread, a little slice of the 
cod and one of the finer turnips she picked herself. Keera gazed at 
the turnip for a second as if it was symbolic in some way. She took a 
bite into the bread, it wasn't stale at all. She could've moaned at 
the softness of the wheat but instead she looked at the girl who 
finally sat down next to her on some hay. 

They stared at each other for a long time. Keera got a good look at 
the blonde's bright blue eyes. They were only a shade lighter than 
her own. Probably a northerner thing, Keera mused. Yet, her eyes 
weren't icy at this hour. The daughter started to animate with her 
hands, gesturing for Keera to resume eating. Keera did and ate the 
piece of bread quickly. She picked up the chunk of cod in her hand 
and took three bites total. She kept her eye on the turnip though, as 
if it was a poison. The daughter cleared her throat, gave a nod and 
stood up. 

Keera watched her about to leave the stable but the blonde halted and 
turned to the girl. Keera was completely lost at interpreting this 
girl's actions. Her hand was on the stable's wall and she licked her 
lips nervously. Keera looked down to avoid the awkwardness and she 
took an interest in the turnip. 

"What is your name?" 

Her head snapped right up and her mouth fell right open. Her eyes 
widened to saucers. Sure, her pronunciation was crude buta€l Keera 
blinked and shook her head. With a firm look, she 
answered . 

"Keera. " 

To be continued. 
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